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fortable than I am; therefore why should I trouble my-
self about it? I foresee I shall know very few people in
the course of a year or two. Men get such different
habits that they become as oil and vinegar to one
another. Thus far I have a consciousness of having been
pretty dull and heavy, both in subject and phrase; I
might add, enigmatical. I am in the wrong, and the
world is in the right, I have no doubt. Fact is, I have
had so many kindnesses done me by so many people,
that I am cheveaux-de-frised with benefits, which I

must jump over or break down.   I met-----in town,1

a few days ago, who invited me to supper to meet
Wordsworth, Sou they, Lamb, Haydon, and some more;
I was too careful of my health to risk being out at night.
Talking of that, I continue to improve slowly, but, I
think, surely. All the talk at present. . . . There is a
famous exhibition in Pali-Mall2 of the old English por-
traits by Vandyck and Holbein, Sir Peter Lely, and the
great Sir Godfrey. Pleasant countenances predominate;
so I will mention two or three unpleasant ones. There
is James the First, whose appearance would disgrace a
'Society for the Suppression of Women*; so very squalid
and subdued to nothing he looks. Then, there is old
Lord Burleigh, the high-priest of economy, the political
save-all, who has the appearance of a Pharisee just re-
buffed by a Gospel bon-mot. Then, there is George the
Second, very like an unintellectual Voltaire, troubled
with the gout and a bad temper. Then, there is young
Devereux, the favourite, with every appearance of as
slang a boxer as any in the Court; his face is cast in the
mould of blackguardism with jockey-plaster. . . , I shall
soon begin upon 'Lucy Vaughan Lloyd'.3 I do not

1  Crabb Robinson records an evening spent at Monkhouse's on
June 21, 1820, when Lamb, Wordsworth, and Talfourd were
present.
2  At the British Institution in June 1820.
3  The pen-name under which Keats projected to publish *The
Cap and Bells'.
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